SOME LETTERS OF
I am hesitating whether or not to go to the Great Desert of Arizona and live with the Indians and "lung-ers" this spring. Probably I shall golf I never come back, but stay and choose some savage woman to rear my dusky race, remember that I intended a copy of the Fire-Eater [sic] for you, with a handsome inscription. Yours,
W. V. M.
To Edwin Arlington Robinson
HOTEL BALTIMORE. KANSAS CITY, Mo., March 29, 1904.
DEAR ROBINSON:
Behold me en route for Arizona, the Painted Desert, and aboriginal life. . . .
The Fire-Eater [The Fire-Bringer] reached me just a minute before I left Chicago, and I had time only to scratch your initials on the fly-leaf of a copy, and forgot to leave your address behind; nevertheless, the little book (of which I suspect you heartily disapprove, for reasons) will reach you in due course.
•        ••••••••
Always yours,
W. V. M.
146 that you were going to think or define, but I suspect that you were going to throw out memorable speech, while revolving invisible with illumination upon your stellar axis.
